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Brad Ross

You have to be awfully patient
to catch nothing all day intent
on leaving your line out
waiting for a nibble feeling
that the right wave
will bring something, that
the cord will tug and the spine
will bend cuing you
that the time is right: reel
it in, pull it into you- know
its eye and gill and scale until the click-click, click-click
is automatic and stops
only when the catch is seen
dancing like sunfire
in the sky.
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it's back

Leslie M. Brown
it
was on the dresser
when i returned home
my divine summer
spent in love
in lust
in fun
someone new
finally
it
was coveted
with dust and
red ink addressed
to me
how dare he
it
brought back
years i spent forgetting
years i spent loving
someone who could .
not love-back
He's back on
my dresser
the envelope
i read his writing
my anger read
my heart read
His ink red
He controlled me
every dream
filled with his
face his
heart but ...
not his love
He's back
on

no
it
lay in the box
waiting
to be picked up
address crossed
out
person moved
address un.knpwn
letter
·
unopened
unread
unforgotten

I

'
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De-thinging the Thingumbob

Michael R. McMahon

I

He Goes Past
It was an ebon, tempestuous eve, cold and infertile despite the breeze. A vicious mist, blown horizontal by a boisterous wind, had cleared the streets of men and boys. It
was difficult to see with any clarity and, there being very
little to see, it was difficult to watch without nodding off
directly. I was sorry I had to watch. There was something
hypnotic in the fandango of the droplets, in the invisibility
of the scene which ever promised to appear from behind
each onrushing curtain of rain, then never did. And there
was something maddening in the thought, which came unwanted, that only the most trivial of human events could
take place in the face of such a natural onslaught, for what
sort of fool would will it upon himself to be spat at and
battered at three a.m.
At last I saw him coming. A tiny figure, no larger than
your thumb, emerged into focus, bobbing and swaying, and
slowly, slowly growing, moving at such a pace as to defy
belief, even to imply retreat. The weather had driven me
into a mood of itchy, half-somnolent fatigue, so that when
I reasoned, I reasoned poorly, and while I watched, I
watched with revulsion, like a slave.
I had time while I waited to entertain myself (for I must
be entertained) with the old saw: even if he were as swift
as Achilles he would never arrive, and the rejoinder that
even if I were to get up and flee in the opposite direction,
which I longed to do, we would meet inevitably, somewhere in infinity. In such a manner did a moment or two
expire. How the others died I can't recall.
When he was close, not close enough to touch, no, but
within a stone's throw, for a good shot, which I am, but
stoneless, stoneless, I was able to watch the actual mechanism of his steps. Lightning could have lit the scene. His
heavy boots seemed covered with gum so that they stuck,
strained, were released with a squish and a squeak, then
stick, strain, squish, squeak. At that point I thought I
might scream, though whether from fear or tedium I didn't
know. I didn't know much.
How long did I stare at his feet, agonizing over his approach, his simian sway, his dread juggernaut stomp? For
as long as I could, to avoid looking at his face. Not into his
face, but at it, to be sure it was he, and not some other sort
of errant moocow, strayed through reason's fence. Then I
could see all four of our feet. His hobnails dwarfed my
Keds. "It's he! It's he!" was shouted in my head. "Don't
4

look up! Look up!" I wouldn't look up. I certainly did not
expect to talk to him. Talk to him! About what? The
weather? The meaning of life? Of his life? He was the one
with the absolute values. I knew my arguments would
have seemed to him a baby's babble. I might have tackled
him, knocked him to the ground with a wrestler's
strategem, sat on his chest, forced upon him my heavy
slumber. Something restrained me. My famous common
sense.
Soon enough he moved off. I knew all along it would be
best not to make trouble. When I could look up I saw his
broad, black back receding, saw him shrinking as he ticked
away down the deserted street like some king of terrible
pendulum. When he was small enough I got up and enjoyed a stretch. I blew a sigh of relief, you may be sure.
What a pain in the ass!
II
I Don't Go Anywhere
It's blowing a regular hurricane out there and I'm holed
up quite comfortably, like a worm in a rose, thinking: "I
feel a fetter" and "you'll never find a better" and "butter
your bread if it's butter you're after." A kind of swoon, in
short. Left to its own devices my brain is a sweatshop of
drone wordlings, little drudges making a buck, keeping a
being in the being business. Thought is their trudging progress, in clusters, down the oily grooves and well worn pits
of least resistance. (Hark! A wordy lament. Notice please
the assonant plumage.)
During the minute intervals of dead silence, between the
thuds of my thought and the fucking huggermugger outdoors, I seem to hear music. Tweet tweet tweedle dee doo.
Not very good, as music, this spectral twittering, yet a welcome diversion, and it doesn't cost a dime. Strange that I
can think, and speak, and still listen to this charming serenade. It's a miracle, I tell you.
In my hand is a congratulatory splash of whiskey. By
which I wouldn't like to imply that I don't have two
hands, I do, only there's nothing in the other one. Well,
there might be. I needn't tell. Certainly not a pen. But that
there's more than a mere splash in the glas you may be
sure. It's the whole deep end. I test the water with the tip
of my tongue, a tentative gargoyle. I'm going in.
Managed to finish a piece of writing tonight. Hence the
festive, madcap mood. An unmitigated disaster from alpha
to beta. The same old answer from the same old juju, sum-

moned from the slime. It seems I don't have a creative
plate on my ectoskeleton. It's a pestiferous notion, but a
familiar one, a bad angel morning might chase away, with
any luck at all. I hate to say I told myself so, but I knew
there's be untold trouble with this story. My protagonist
is such a primitive bastard. I was really hesitant to introduce him to anyone. What if he'd forgotten how to shake
hands? I winced to think of him thrashing about in the
china shop of chitchat. Worst of all, he'd have to speak the
way I write, in pretty phrases, like the loathesome one preceding. Now at any rate he's gone to his reward. I need to
think of a way to begin again. I need new ideas. And have
I mentioned the weather? Most distracting. To my health!
Christ! I thought that last gust was coming through the
window. I invoked the Deity, so alarmed was I. I should
mention the window now, in case I need to jump out of it
later. Look at it out there! I look at it and I say "look at
it." Who am I supposed to be talking to? This must be the
real thing, a good old-fashioned German Walpurgis Night,
with the bio-rhythms down in the Marianas Trench. If I'm
not careful I could learn something on a night like this. It's
enough to raise the dead, though what they'll find to do
once they're up I couldn't say.
Enough talk, let's break something. No, I need everything I have. That's calm enough. The time has come to
try again. The time has come to try again to discover what
I'm supposed to be thinking, and what it could mean if I
could think of it. Surely I can do that. Be still, you winds!
Or I shall blow my brains out, so to speak, with a pistolet.
Or go to sleep. Cheers!
To tell the truth, I could more easily fly than sleep, or so
I say. The truth is flexible. I've done some scribbling,
checked out the tube, whacked myself on the head with a
book, shredded a magazine, rolled on the carpet, hit the
trough, now I'm in the booze. There's a couple of hours
sold to the devil. You'd think I'd be tired after all that
frantic indolence, but I feel instead like caroming off the
walls. I wish I were made of more rubbery stuff. I'd bounce
myself, as once, a child, I bounced a ball, with endless, loving devotion. I must have motion. I want to go, split, leave.
I want to pack a bag and flag a cab and take of[ My famous skedaddle-mentality.
Alas. That's something I've done a hundred times. Literally a dozen times. Figuratively a million times. Now all
systems are go again, though I know full well it's no use,
and that I'd dearly regret it. Though maybe I wouldn't. I
should be ashamed of myself for even thinking of leaving
this comfortable home, this snug menage. I shall be
ashamed of myself either way, stay or leave. A timely reminder. To my health!
I will tell you how this implacable urge to visit foreign
lands and faraway people started up again, this time, be-

sides the weather, which bears its share of the blame. I will
tell you all, my hypocrite lecturer, even though I won't be
coming back. It was a dream this time that gave the proper
shock to my system. I promise to be brief.
A patch of sun, a rod of beach, a scrap of towel, and Suzy
and I in a salty embrace. A moment of peace, followed as
soon as undesired by the hoots and hollers of a milling
mob. Everyone I'd ever known came trooping by, talking
too loudly, throwing things, brewing trouble. Suzy and I
had to keep moving to stay out of the way. I was careful
to keep at least a finger on her at all times, knowing how
things are taken from me, worse in dreams even than life.
At last we were able to settle down on the sand again, not
far, as fake fate would have it, from a woman of my former
acquaintance.
She came over and addressed me. I saluted her in return.
We exchanged a few lines of the most inane dialogue.
When she left, I got up to follow her. Strangely, I didn't
spare myself Suzy's incredulous stare. I felt her tears as if
they were wetting my face. However, I didn't linger, neither in body nor in mind. I shall never forget, if I live until
tomorrow, with what weightless, witless bliss I followed
that other. It was flight of the purest kind, an effortless
hovering, a flowing forward to fill a void. She took me in
tow back to her house, and made me mow her lawn. I didn't mind the indignity of the task. Indeed, I did the work
with a sense of nobility and purpose. Then a very strange
thing happened.
I noticed that in proportion to the mower I had become
quite small. It was as difficult to push as Sisyphus' stone.
Over its snarl I could hear baseball on a T.V., with Dizzy
Dean's voice calling the shots. I knew at once it was my father's T.V. Across the yard, over by the fence, my mother
was tending her garden. She was young again, her arms
and breasts full again in a flowery blouse. And the sun on
my head was the real Summer sun, and I was a child again.
It doesn't take a genius to figure that one out. Therefore
I figured it out. Yet despite myself, meaning despite my
august learning in several fields, and a couple of vacant
lots, I spent the entire morning absolutely convinced that
I should go to her at once and try to win her back. A moment later and I knew it would be a mistake, and a despicable one to boot. Then I knew I didn't know, one way or
the other. I sort of threw up my hands, and agreed to agree
there'd be no agreement, not ever. But the sensation of
surety, so alien to my muddy milieu, has stuck with me,
like a banderilla in my back. If not her then another, in another place, but not this one, not here. I recognize that this
impulsive banter lies. I think I know how the machine
works, but I still can't shut it off. I'll drink to its gradual,
grinding demise. To my health!
I wish to heaven Suzv would come home. I wonder if
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she's caught up with her cronies from the real world. My
ears have been burning. We had a fight about Rex, the hero of that sensational anecdote "He Goes Past" and the
soon to be tomorrow's garbage "He Goes Too Far." It's difficult to believe we could fight over a figment. I can't believe it myself, moon-calf that I am. Yet we had a scrap
about something, at least as much of a battle-royal as one
can have with me, who'd rather not.
She arrived home from work earlier than usual, wet and
winsome, full of boisterous good spirits, catching me spacing out at my desk, my pen suspended in the air. Instinctively I moved my arms to cover up the day's undoings, so
few were the pages, and how little did I trust them. Who
knows if she caught the gesture. She's a sharp one. She
plopped in my lap, dripping like a fountain, and sweetly
asked, "How's the old story going?"
"Ah, the same old story." I'd been at it for a month. "I've
marched him far. I've worn the rubber from his boots. Tonight he bivouacs under the stars. Ninety per cent chance
of rain. He leaves again at dawn, slightly under the weather. Noon at the latest."
"Where's he off to once he gets his lazy bones out of the
haystack?"
She made it sound like fun.
"Checking up on the old protagonist, eh?"
"Just curious. What's going to happen?"
"There's a good question. I'm not sure." I had no idea.
She looked skeptical. Suzy likes competence. She likes expertise in fact, as who doesn't. And she hates deception of
any kind. Too bad she had to fall for my corrupt charm,
devious ninny that I am.
"Hm?" she coaxed, playing with one of my ears. She
knows I don't like that. If she thought she could rub the
truth from me like an Aladdin's lamp she was sadly mistaken. Would that she could.
"Coming up is The Great Hotel Scene. Remember how in
Rex Loses His Wallet he and the night-clerk exchanged
philosophical pleasantries, and then Rex set off to worship
the oleander bush, or so he said. 'The trifoleate emblem ever before his eyes.' Faking his botany. Well, there's no
question of anything like that happening this time. This
time he's lost his sense of humor."
"So we finally get to find out what he really wants. I
won't make any guesses."
I was thankful for that. I didn't like the sly smile on her
face.
"How was your day?" I asked. A brilliant strategem. She
brightened up a watt or two. It's remarkable, the simple
pleasure people take in each other. While she took me on
a review of her latest case I caressed her arms and kissed
her hands and thought about the story. A dirty trick, an
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example of' my brand of expertise. What she has to tell me
is usually interesting. Things are always happening in her
legal world. Terrible things for the most part.
When I felt the excitement in her voice surge towards a
kind of climax I gave her three-fourths of my attention.
She'd been the hero of the day. Her cleverness had saved
a wicked man from an even more wicked predicament. It
made me think of Rex and his troubles. His mortal peril.
I don't remember what I said in the way of congratulations
(probably "congratulations") but I gave her a big kiss and
she gave me one back and the wind howled outside and on
and on we sat pressed together until I forgot about nearly
everything for a time.
Finally I had to pull away. One of my legs had fallen
asleep. We exhanged "I love yous." She went first and I
followed. It was the only way to terminate the scene. She
got off me. Glibly she strolled away. Glumly I dug in at my
desk.
I listened to her rummaging through the fridge for her favorite foods. A twinge of disgust tweaked my mind to
think of the things she was likely to be looking for, and the
brisk, cheerful manner with which she would conduct the
search. She came back to me, crunching an apple. I could
hardly stand to listen to her teeth ripping through that
fruit. It seemed everything about her was becoming a
source of extreme irritation. And everything about me, too.
"Honey?" she asked.
"Yes, my ungulatas?"
"You know Pierre? The guy I told you about who plays
lead guitar for the Wads of Paper? I told him we might
stop by The Condemned a little later and catch their act.
Do you mind? I think you'd like him, and the band."
Pierre! Mais non! I'm suspicious of these guys I'm supposed to like. Very suspicious.
"What's a guitar?" I asked. "Some kind of Spanish washboard?"
"The Wads are opening, so we should leave in an hour or
so to get a good table."
"Should we now. I've already got a table," I snidely
joked, rapping my desk with my knuckles. "And it seems
like a good one to me. I'd really hoped I could stick it out
with the story for a few more hours. I think I'm starting
to make some real progress." A lie. I'd been working backwards, tearing things down. There's progress for you.
"But you've been writing all day. Why don't you take a
break?"
I didn't answer. I merely sighed like a poleaxerd mule
and put on a grimace of oppression.
"You want to know what I think?" She narrowed her
brows at me.
I didn't, but I prompted her anyway. My manners never
desert me entirely.

"I think you should consider scrapping the whole project.
Why are you writing about a monster? You're an articulate, affectionate man. Why not write about who you are
and the things you know? This endless story seems to me
like trying to make negatives out of developed film."
"That's a pretty fair analogy. A little too practical for
my taste, but not too bad. You should try your hand at
writing."
"And all that cruelty and violence. Even if it's only 'implied.' I don't like it and I don't understand it. I really
don't. Not coming from you."
Now she was getting somewhere. I could feel her fingers
probing my skull. Why was my "Y" always a Yahoo? Why
my "P" ever a pig? The violence of my language. Did she
think I really knew? I had to answer the charge somehow,
if I knew the rules of the game.
"I think the cruelty is just a natural consequence of the
bad writing. I can still only half-express myself, so my
creatures have to live in a half-realized world. Like in The
Island of Dr. Moreau. Of course it's painful. How could it
be otherwise?
it's painful. How could it be otherwise?
She didn't buy it, I could tell. It gave her pause, but her
expression said I smell a rat somewhere.
"Let's see if I've got this right. Your character, who's not
really a character in the ordinary sense, but a kind of disembodied will, has to wander in a semi-realized desert in a
state of aggravation and misery until you, the Creator,
come up with the necessary vision to imagine a world for
him, a world of wholeness and tranquility? Right? I like it.
But don't you think it's a little too ambitious for your first
story? I don't know. Maybe you can do it."
"Thanks for the encouragement, but it's really a lot simpler than that. He only has to wander until he says 'uncle.'
Unfortunately, he's a mute."
I'm a compulsive wisecracker. Eventually it wears thin,
even with the most patient saints.
"Harry, there's a time when the laughter has to stop. Because it's not real laughter anymore, it's just your way of
trying to get around things you don't want to face."
I've never told her how much I despise that serious tone
she takes with me. She should save it for her murderers
and rapists.
"You're right," I said. She was right, but what I really
felt like saying was, so what? There's no real trick to being
right.
"Maybe it's just the weather. A stretch of rain like this
always gives me delusions. I haven't seen the sky for
weeks." A blunder!
"Then you should really get out tonight. O.K.?"
Suzy has a way of always getting her way. This time I
had to say no. She went on to remind me of her needs, as

a person, no less, of the fundamentals of interpersonal relationships, of the adult-adult response. She cited me for neglect, contempt, and a whole string of lesser infractions.
Not very interesting stuff. I parried all her best shots,
clumsily, but with no intention of relenting. She grew as
serious as a statue of Pallas Athena, then she got mad. She
left in a huff. I stayed behind in a huff. A fake huff. Dirty
double dealing.
III
He Goes Too Far
It was an ebon, tempestuous eve. In a vicious mist,
against the cold shoulder blows of an obstinate wind, a tiny figure fought across the sidewalk cracks, moving with
all the subaqueous dispatch of a deep-sea diver whose airline has been slashed. Lightning could have lit the scene.
We see him; we don't see him; we've seen enough. He
walked, lacking the integrity to crawl, with his head scrunched down and his shoulders hiked, like a turtle whose
shell has shrunk. When he looked up it was as if from the
bottom of a well, out of which he was emerging, or moving
further into. That was not for him to know.
Up ahead, where the tossing trees gave way to open
spaces, were the big lights. That meant shelter, meant people, a way out or back in. He hardly knew the difference.
Rex had been driven from one such place to another all
night, yet the pattern remained undetected, still seemed a
random, brute phenomenon. Hence the hope undiminished, though at times completely shot. Then he would
stop and teeter on his wobbly pegs, shamming deep
thought. Perhaps all that kept him upright was the common fear of getting any more of his wretched person wet.
That would be dull indeed.
He could not remain stationary for long. It wa8 not permitted. A semblance of animation came into his eyes. The
seven or eight words that constituted the sum of his
knowledge began to move in patterns, and a leg began to
lift from the knee. A foot was thrown forward. He lurched
ahead. While he marched he moved his lips and silently recited a catechism learned by rote. 'If live, if love, will write.
Not love, not live, not write, must die. Is true? Must be.
Not die, if love, then live, will write ... 'Good God! Looks
of worry and wonder took turns distorting his stupid face
as he gathered strength, and built up speed for the home
stretch.
Rex crashed into the glass of the hotel door. It shook in
its frame with an angry clatter and deposited him back on
his heels. A sign laconically requesting that he "Use Other
Door" appeared before his eyes as if by an act of pretidgitation. Its simple message burned in his mind like an ar7

cane taunt from an alien world. Other door! Other door!
He could make nothing of it. He pulled the sign off the
door and put a corner of it in his mouth. The taste was bitter. He threw it on the ground and pushed again. As if observed, he mimed a moment's prize fight with his ghastly
reflection in the glass. Then once, twice, thrice he banged
down hard on the handle and threw his weight against his
insensate antagonist. Someone poked a head around the
lobby comer and shot him a contentious look. Ah, trouble,
our nether name. Rex heard laughter at his back, the flapping of the red flag.
A man and a woman were hurrying towards the entrance,
arm in arm. Their lively feet beat a brisk and cheerful
tatoo on the steps. Rex saw their mirth melt as he snared
their merry eyes with his angry scowl. The woman gave
Rex a long, hard stare as she went past. It was the last
thing in the world he was expecting. His face went blank,
and his mind became empty and still.
He pushed through the other door in pursuit of the couple and stumbled on their heels. Fearing attack, the man
squared off to stop him. Rex made an ugly face and drew
back his fist. The effort of his swing lifted him off his feet.
It was a perfect punch. The man was dead before he hit
the ground. The woman screamed and ran. The night-clerk
came at Rex stabbing with his pen. He knocked his attacker to the ground and in a few giant steps seized the woman
by the back of the neck. He dragged her into the elevator
and banged on the buttons. She was sobbing hysterically;
he was breathing like a bellows. The elevator didn't move.
How they endured the embarrassment and perplexities
of the staircase I'll never know, but they came out onto the
roof holding hands. With a toss and a turn and a curtsy
and a bow he waltzed her over to the edge. He held her
squarely by the shoulders at arm's length and stared with
fascination into her face. The wind blew her hair back from
her teary eyes and he saw in them a kind of resolution. She
had never looked more beautiful.
"Why are you doing this to me, Rex? I never did anything to you. I loved you. I really did."
Rex shook his head violently and worked his jaws open
and shut like a fish. He released his grip from one of her
shoulders and held up his hand. Slowly, with great concentration, he wagged three fingers.
"Three? Three? Three what?"
Rex held up one finger, then moved it to his ear and
pulled on the lobe.
"Sounds like? Three words?"
He released her other shoulder and brought both hands
together in a gesture of emphatic approval. Just as he was
bringing a finger up towards his sad, bulging eye a fierce
gust rushed down on them and swept her over the edge.
Rex stood gaping dumbfounded at the vacant space be8

fore him, then he looked down. A tear rolled off his nose
and spun away into the maelstrom. On the ground below
an angry mob had gathered around the shattered body.
"There he is!" someone shouted. "Get him! Kill the monster!"
They shook their torches at him. In the sky there were
t?rches too. Rex stepped over the edge, and hung in the
a1r.
It had cost me a pretty penny for the rental, and it was
a little difficult to operate, but from the cab of my crane
I had managed to hook him by the belt on the first try. I
pulled a gear stick towards me and he swung out thirty degrees, dangling over the hotel pool. It pays to be cautious.
He spun on the end of the cable, limbs splayed out pathetically, and the wind blew him slowly back and forth,
back and forth. From my vantage point in the cockpit I
could see his face clearly, and I didn't like the looks of it.
I turned my attention back to the gears, eager to lower
him to safety, at least out of sight. I pulled on the one that I
should have dropped him, but the wretched thing only
produced a nasty grinding sound that shook the whole cab.
Oh great, I thought, and spat on the floor. I remembered
that there was a tool box under the seat. I'd find out what
kind of crane mechanic I was. I selected a wrench and went
to work removing the gear casing. Soon enough I had
stripped a nut. This was getting tedious. Cursing the world
and all its insidious devices I looked up and saw Rex staring in at me through the dirty glass.
His chest looked swollen, bulging like a balloon, and his
neck worked up and down like a cormorant's. His mouth
stretched wide into a black 0 and out came a big ball of
something, as to the exact nature of which I would not encourage speculation. Massaging his throat with one hand,
he pointed an accusatory finger at me with the other.
"Now," he shouted, "while we're at it- I want you to be
aware that I know you have treated me infernally - infernally! do you hear? And if you flatter yourself that I don't
perceive it you are a fool- and if you think I can be consoled by sweet words you are an idiot - and if you fancy
I'll suffer unrevenged, I'll convince you of the contrary, in
a very little while!"
It was supposed to have been his speech to the woman.
He could do nothing right. In either case I suppose it
would have been inappropriate. Well, I··at least have never
been one to hold a grudge. I snatched at that lever and
gave it a heave ho that would've tilted the world and it
popped free. He began to descend at a safe, gentle pace,
past the windows of startled patrons, down, down into the
pool and through its bottom, down through miasmic geologic strata, down through layers of storm and fire. Then
a bottom appeared below him, the shadowy floor of a vast
hall, all full of downy beds, and gentle girls to wake him.

Mark Davis
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Fractures

Peggy de Broux
Pieces of my memory
live
in Texas
without me.
I reach - Chagall arms stretching thin
above green and damp Mississippi,
gliding through Biloxi air and land in dry West Texas.
I touch a favorite book, a pot

abandoned recently, left behind
because Texas rooms are larger.
They house my strung-out nerves:
the wired nightmareschild almost dead
by her own hand husband gone,
vanished one day
in a cloud
of exploding arteries.
Yet
that Texas room,
the stucco room,
prickly to touch, blinding white,
has vivid paintings.
They, alone, smile
on the garden Spring new-green Chartreuse of mesquite
remembers:
every year ancient trees bear
new leaves: green as bright
as that stucco white,
almost blinding,
for a week or two.
Photo albums rustle
under mounds of dust images of the no-longer or
the not-there,
reminders of the affair
that turned blue.
They worm-wriggle
in the shade of the stucco room,
where my splintered library
hides in boxes,
unmarked and heavy,
waiting for flight plans.
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Lori Loper

Until I Knew

How it isGo home, everything is smaller,
and dirtier, and embarrassing.
Touch the grass, soft, welcoming,
but a little hit burned, shorter.
Sing a song of six or seven,
it doesn't echo, sounds small.
Drive the streets that are
virgin under new wheels;
they yield, of course, parents' roads.
Pity the fallow faces, shamefully familiar
untravelled faces; not retarded, yet stunted.
Pick a pansy from its bed, fresh,
novel, perennially gentle.
-Never leave.

Mark Davis
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Michael R. McMahon

The Local Art of Darkness

The house, a flamingo pink stucco square,
Spins with the earth without a flutter of the shutters
And appears to be at rest.
The sun has set, the moon is late, and the wind,
Once so full of piss to beat the fronds of palms,
Has buggered off, letting the lawn stand still,
Its weeds and grass.
But ho! Bro!
About the placid domicile amanly uproar rages on,
Drilling through the muffling darkness,
Setting atremble the roof and walls.
Music imprisoned driven dopplered slurred to an audial
sneer
The rumbling rods of studs on mags
And rec. vechs. jacked to the necks of punks
Bullfight the white line spit in the eye of ennui
Rich pricks in Porsches Volvos Benzes BMWs
Poor jerks in Pintos Vegas Chevy Citations
Pedestrian makes making riders of all
Carting off go-getters trend-hounds high school daters
Driving off for getting off and the getting to of various
places
The carefree inebriates can flinging curse hurling
The jolly j ostlers the horny hustlers idle-tooled all eyes
And harried crack 'o dawners salmon swimming faces stem
as stone
Sun-stunned surfers howling at the buttocks of burgeoning
bitches on bikes
Who coo back a courtship call in code
and all all on the road
The young and the geezers
Fat-headed seekers after something to do
Dick-heads and assholes nice guys and ladies men women
and girls
The crowding chorus in full triumphal stomp with pomp
It follows you under the thundering shower
The power you towel and powder brush and shave
The glory you hurry through closets grabbing garments
And the house holds your ass like a tomb
12

Peggy de Broux

Home

Here, favorite pot Egyptian hieroglyph surfacing
after thousands of years
Ibis of an ancient land - caught about to soar
There, so many books Paper leaves of trees of knowledge
rustling with winds of Chinese ideograms
Russian snowstorms
British labyrinths which Mrs. Dalloway invents
scarcely moving as she ascends the stairs
And - dans la chambre Rumpled and warm bed
desert of blanket dunes
ever-changing
as the solitary body
moves
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Robert M. Hart

"Hey, buddy, win one for the wife."
She's not my wife and I'm not your buddy. "No, thanks."
I can't believe I put up with this abuse year after year.
I'm a sucker for carnivals. Something about the greasy atmosphere, greasy food and even greasier people lures me
into the midway every time I see one.
Oceans of color, smell and sound assault your senses. Colored lights - faded red to pink and blue to some shade of
aqua - are irresistible. The sickening sweet smell of cotton
candy mixes with fried onions and sausage and hawking
gaffers cast lines to passersby - each trying to avoid being
drowned out by it all.
I used to have nightmares of being trapped in a carnival.
Everybody had distorted and larger than life faces - like
you're looking at them through a fisheye lens. They lurk in
every booth, behind every ride and speak in a voice as if
they are underwater. I would always wake drenched with
sweat and shaking. But these dreams never dampened my
fascination with carnivals and the people who work in
them.
"Hey, c'mere," a guy says from a pool of dirty, stuffed
bears, dogs and a unicorn.
"No, thanks." I'm a s1,1cker for carnivals, but I'm definitely not anyone's fish. I would like to know what the average
intelligence of carnival people is. Yet they make a good living preying on people who should have better sense. I walk
on past twirling a snake made of bamboo on a piece of
wire. The snake was given to me by a friend who runs a
taxidermy display in the craft section of the fair. It coils
and strikes with a twist of your wrist. A young girl - I've
seen her around, but I don't know her name - walks along
with me laughing each time the serpent uncoils.
"Hey, man, I just want to see that snake." The persistence born of making a life by screwing people will not allow
the carny to let me walk by. He walks from behind the
counter and over towards me. God, just the thing nightmares are made of. He reaches out with a scaly brown
hand and takes the glossy, black reptile into his hands. His
fingernails must be a half inch long and harbor enough fertile topsoil for a three acre farm. He is overweight and
about 40 or 45 years old, although you can never tell. This
kind of life can age a person in a hurry.

Hooked

Another carny walks up. He is tall and skinny. His eyes
are puffed, red and watery. He, like so many of the young
people you see in a carnival, has that faraway, drug cultured look about him. The carnival provides.him with the
necessities of life- drugs, money, women and drugs. You
could never mistake him for anything but a carny. In other
words, pedigree scumbag.
The snake uncoils and strikes towards the younger guy.
"Damn, man, where'd you get that thang?" the newcomer
says as he jumps back, nearly tripping over probably
100,000 volts of electricity in a tangled pile of wires.
The snake charmer has his new playmate strike again
and again at the skinny kid. Each time backing the younger guy further away and each time sending himself into a
fit of laughter that makes the dirty AC/DC t-shirt roll on
his ample belly. He ,hooks a lock of greasy hair with a
brown finger and throws it back onto his head.
''This damn thing is great," he turns to me and reveals
a mouthful of brown nubs that you can only guess were
once teeth. "How much you want for it?"
"Ah, it's a gift from a friend. I'll probably hang on to it,"
I say. In a world where everything has a price, he probably
can't believe I won't sell it. It's not that the snake - which
is probably worth $3.00- means that much, I just don't
want to have any dealings with old brown teeth.
"My name is Wilbur. Thanks for letting me hold this
thing." I honestly believe the guy enjoyed it. He is still
laughing and looking at Roachclip, who is walking away
and cussing him for everything in the book. "Take this free
pass. You can play any game or ride any ride in the carnival with it," he says handing me a crumbled, dirty white
card with, ~ppropriately enough, "FREE PASS" stamped
on it.
"No, thanks." Damn, just let me leave. I turn to walk off
and he sticks the pass in my front shirt pocket. It'll probably leave a stain, I think.
"Here, let me show you how my game works. If I'm not
talking to someone, the boss doesn't think I working and
he won't pay me."
I hand him the FREE PASS and listen to his line. Behind him in the booth, three others - another man, a
young kid and absolutely the ugliest woman I have ever
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seen in my life - are lunng in customers.
He explains the game. You roll marbles onto a board
with holes in it and count up your score. You have to get
a total of 100 points or add up to 100 points or hit the 100
point mark or something. I watch as the woman reels in a
kid I know plays on the high school basketball team. Her
butt looks like two bulldogs fighting in a double-knit sack
as she pulls the kid in to explain the game to him. Her
saggy tits buoyed by the back of the game box push upwards in her saggier blue blouse, no doubt giving him a full
and uninterrupted view of their cellulose splendor.
"If wishes was fishes, we would all be up to our ass in red
snapper." The voice was like a shot to the head.
"Huh?" I glance back at Wilbur who is giving me a knowing little grin with his lips stretched tight over those godawful brown nubs.
Embarassed as hell, I grab up the cardboard cup and spill
the chipped red marbles onto the board.
"2, 4, 7, 19, 26," Wilbur rakes the marbles back into the
cup. "Find 26 on the chart. How many points do you
have?"
I glance at a piece of cardboard taped under Saran Wrap.
Running my finger along the stained sheet, I go over the
entire chart once without seeing 26. Good, I lost. Goodbye.
"Here's 26," Wilbur points at the chart. "Damn, you already get 50 points and get to roll again."
I roll the marbles again and Wlbur quickly counts up 46.
"Shit, you're too lucky for me." He hands me a five dollar
bill. "You hit the bonus."
Well, since I'm playing with his money, I might as well
go on.
Three more rolls and I'm up to 96 points. The young girl
who he thought was my wife and several others are schooling around like sharks sensing my imminent kill.
The lights are a little brighter. The music is louder. I've
got butterflies swimming in the pit ofmy stomach. Wilbur,
buddy, you hooked onto the wrong fish this time.
The marbles clatter around the board.
"2, 4, 9, 17, 25." I try to count as Wilbur reaches to pull
the marbles in.
"Wait a minute." No uneducated idiot is going to rook
me.
"Hey, man, I'm not going to shit you."
"If you're not going to shit" me, leave the marbles on the
table." I start counting again. Alright, by God. "28." That
should just about do it. No, it is only three points. One
damn point away. Another roll- nothing. Another- bonus. I can win $50 with one more point. I reach into my
wallet for more money.
I'm hooked.
No problem. I've got plenty of money. I can beat this
sucker. I know his game now. I roll- bonus. $100 more.
16

Another roll - bonus. I'm up to winning $250 for one
point. Nothing on the next roll. It's costing me $10 a shot
now. One more point. Roll- nothing. I reach into my wallet again. One last $20 bill. God, I've lost $60 already.
One more roll - bonus. $500 for a $20 bet. I only have
$10. "You want to finance me?" I ask my companion. Hell,
for ten dollars now, I would marry her.
"You're crazy. I can't believe you got hooked," she
laughs and walks away. The crowd that had gathered eases
off down the midway. That's alright, I don't need any of
the~. I'll go see Tillie the Titless Teller and draw out my
saVIngs.
No sir, this ignorant bastard isn·t going to land me.

Parable of the Balloon

Michael R. McMahon

(Demonstrated by the Poet to his Dog)

The spirit is blown into the skin,
To exit slowly, with a scream,
The strangled throat.
Else (thus!) leaves it in a rush
Of flatulent blabber,
Causing the corporeal matter
To zoom about the room
In paroxysms of incomprehension.
Or, if you prefer,
Time sucks out the stuff
In a meddlesome osmosis,
Leaving the integument of latex
Withered on the string
Like a felon on the gibbet.
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Flight

Brad Ross

Even in jet
planes I dream
propped up
in my padded pocket
that walls
will disappear
ascending
into the white
sculptor's pillows
walls
shedding not
like mangy fur
or dry slivers
of- aged skin
but like the shell
of an egg
a wrapper
of clay
and my neighbors
tie clasped figures
wives and
seatbelted children
break off unglued
like clothes
blown off
mannequins
until I without
another soul
or flight manual
eat the sharp
ethereal mass
which carves my
breath and
magically
reshapes it
into Madonna
-but dreams are
different
planes and I
am bound
it seems
invariably
to earth
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The Stucco Room

Peggy de Broux
The room is haunted.
Yes. He is everywhere
in the stark white plaster,
accidental impress of thumb, of finger.
Those were hands of delight,
Song of Solomon in their touch
before darkness closed
about his heart, and mine.
Those artist's hands
urged life in mine:
"Here! Try the torch.
Yes, you can do it!
See? Hold the brass rod
at an angle ...
keep the flaming
torch tip moving
else the metal disappears"
-as he did.
I watched those hands at work
in the stucco room:
A cross emerged (ancient symbol),
a gnarled flower, half an arm blinding heat transformed
stiff rod to warm bodies.
Those hands wrought dancers,
fantasies
and ...
Christ on a cross,
alone,
and
the three - the thieves
on either side,
brass figures,
sunk
in driftwood.
Why?
He was
a secret Jew.
What hold
on that large soul
did the prophet have?
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Growing Up In America

E. R. Sukovich

Late August From ten thousand feet Alsace Lorraine is
a ripe womanbody
draped in green velvet
skyblue Moselle River sash
pink tile roofed village buttons
and Nancy, a stellate brooch.

Donnez-Rien Air Base (United States Air Force)
IS

a rent in the velvet
a keloid in one of her secret places
an ugly reminder of, perhaps, some cruel past lover.

Saturday Evening

Hey, you do what's expected of you .. Hell, it's
not every guy who gets promoted to Air Force Captain and
the first month's payraise spent on a free bar at the
D.R.A.B. Officers' Club is a small enough price to pay for
that almost singular honor.
And I did what was expected of me. Above and beyond
the call.
Sunday Morning

Electric red sun burning through alcohol cobwebs behind my eyelids, sunwarmth insinuating itself into
the libido that lies just under every man's civility ... unreeling an erotic reverie ... but not every frame ... pixilated ... disjointed ... not in time ...
dark autumnal nightscene
stars through tree silhouettes
halfmoon halfcovered by halfclouds
from not far way, loud music
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Loud

(what is it they're playing?
yes ... yes ... aha!
"Let's twist again like we did last summer."
only in French, like this "Tweestay Encore.")
woman warmth, woman scent near
womansoft lips nearer still
grass cool on back
naked? exposed, erect
worried about cigarette and alcohol dragonbreath
where? a clump of trees or bushes
her hand - cool - THERE
ooohhh
lips warm on mouth, neck, shoulder
tongue caresses nipple and explores navel
and I am inundated in heat
moist moving mouth
until I erupt
Or nearly do. A soft snore. I'm not alone. Oh, God! My
head, my eyes. Christ, don't move until you figure out
where you are. Now then, one thing at a time. O.K. Face
down, right arm dangling, left arm up, bed sheets under,
nothing over. What am I wearing? Nothing, I'm stark naked, which isn't bad if I'm in my own bed. Hmm.. erect, but
nothing unusual about that in the morning. If it's morning.
All right, that's next. Time of day. Morning. It has to be
morning because the sun shines through the bedroom window every morning. That's a relief.
Oh Jesus! What if I'm not home and it's not morning?
What the hell will Pat say? Not that she cares about me,
but if she even ,thought I was screwing someone else, she'd
make my life hell. Not that she's interested in screwing.
Hey, I mean it's Tuesday nights at ten. Ten-o-five she's
asleep. For ten years. Ten damned years. I should get
someone like ... what was her name, that girl on the
plane to Frankfurt ... Nancy ... and I wasn't even look-

ing for it ... she seduced me and oh, God, in the hotel
room ...
Stoppit, dammit!
You're a married man and it's bad enough you did it,
committed adultery, now you're dwelling on it. You've said
your confession and made your penance so now forget it.
FORGET IT!
Easier said than done.
Get back to the problem at hand. Where the hell am I?
O.K. O.K. Of course I'm home. Of course it's Pat next to
me. It's not the first time I've been so drunk I don't remember coming home. But suppose it isn't her. Suppose
... someone really ... Oh, God, that mouth. So good.
IT DIDN'T HAPPEN. It was a stupid drunkdream.
Hey! Maybe Pat got drunk enough to do it. Hell, no! She
barely touches it ever anyway. No, she'd never. Besides, it
WAS just a dream. But so real . . .
Oh, God, I want to open my eyes and
be home with Pat next to me.
be with my dream lover and see her face.
And I don't want to do either.
All right. ALL RIGHT! A peek. One eye, slowly.
Pat was as hungover as I, at least. She barely spoke,
which was probably a blessing.

Sunday Afternoon
Introibo Ad Altare Dei
(I will go to the altar of God.)
Thank God for noon Mass and Confession before it.
"Bless me, Father, for I have sinned and I confess to Almighty God and to you that I have sinned. My last confession was a month ago and since that time I've taken the
Lord's name in vain more times than I can remember."
"Yes?'' He was the brand new Catholic Chaplain at the
base and had no idea who I was so I felt safe telling him
about my sexual fantasies. I did.
"Have you acted toward fulfilling these desires?"
"No, Father."
"Anything else?"
Now's your chance, buddy. Now's your chance to tell him
about twenty some years of masturbating. Tell him and be
forgiven. Tell him you've been flogging the dummy and
not confessing. Be a man and tell him.
TIME OUT FOR RATIONALIZATION.
It's better to masturbate than commit adultery.
It does not interfere with what there is of our sex life.
According to some researchers (non-Catholic, of course)
masturbation is a harmless diversion.
TIME IN.
I told him "No, Father. That's all."

The sun slanted its beams (God, if you will, disguised as
a sunbeam in one of those old movies) through the nonstained glass window directly onth the altar area of the
non-sectarian chapel. In the pulpit, the chaplain was much
younger than he seemed in the confessional. He introduced
himself, "I'm Father Barton, Captain Thomas Barton,"
and he spoke of God's love and forgiveness.
He preached: "God knows that man will sin and that
man is weak and will sin again_and again. And He sent his
Son, our Lord Jesus Christ (bow your head) to die for
those sins so that man could have the opportunity to confess and be forgiven. Not just once. Man would be forgiven
not just once, but many times. Jesus! The only perfect
Man, the only One in all of history. Born, lived, died for
our sins. You, I, all born of Adam's seed are sinful. We
can't help it. It's our nature because of Adam's fall. But Jesus! Jesus, the All Perfect Christ, came, lived and died that
we could be free of sin. That's God's plan."
Beautiful! What perfect sense! Two thousand years of
wisdom in a fifteen minute sermon! Awestruck, I had a vision, a revelation.
Father Barton's face shifted, a movie scene in which the
character's face changes by trick photography. He was Father, the Pope, St. Francis, St. Joseph, Thomas Aquinas,
Tertullian, Joan of Arc, the Twelve Disciples, St. Peter
and, finally, Jesus Christ himself.
Next week, for certain, I would confess my secret, but only to Father Barton.
ITE, MISSA EST
(Go, the Mass is ended.)

Sunday Afternoon - Later
As usual, I ate too much of the Officer's Club Sunday
Champagne Brunch, but at least the champagne dulled my
hangover. I sat on the stoop of our palatial eight by thirtytwo foot Officers' Family Quarters trailer, smoking and listening to Armed Forces Radio. Jesus! (I've got to stop saying that.) Don't they play anything but T. Texas Tyler's
"A Deck of Cards" on Sundays?
The two o'clock news. "Marilyn Monroe, film star was
found dead Saturday in her Los Angeles home. The apparent cause of death was suicide by overdose of sleeping
pills."
Marilyn dead? It was hard to believe. Suicide. Why?
God, she had everything. Fame, money, men falling at her
feet. She was even starting to get some acclaim as an actress. The star of a million erotic fantasies and wet dreams
every day. Oh, God. I loved you Marilyn. I wanted you. Me
and every other guy. How could you think so little of yourself, be so unhappy, when you had everything the world
could offer?
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Hell, who could know what went on in your mind? Well,
whatever it was, God has finally given you the peace you
wanted. God love you, Marilyn. Rest in peace.
A figure approached, unfamiliar, and distracted me grey, sloppily wrinkled sweat suit, cigar dangling from corner of mouth, can of beer(?) in one hand, paper bag full of
dirty clothes in the other. Just somebody going to the
laundry room with its eternal "dump-a-lump-dump-alump" we had the misfortune to live next to. He walked
past the path to the L.R. toward me and smiling, said
"Hello, son."
Son?
"Hello."
"I'm Father Barton, the new Catholic chaplain."
Father Barton! What a difference. "Oh, hello, Father. I
didn't recognize you."
"I'm afraid I don't know your name," he said, "but Iremember you from confession this morning."
(They CAN see through those screens.)
I introduced myself. "Welcome to D.R.A.B., Father."
He frowned, all concerned priest now. "Is anything
wrong, Gene? You look upset about something."
"Oh, no, Father. Nothing personal. I was just thinking
about Marilyn Monroe."
"Marilyn Monroe? Why her?"
"Oh, I guess you haven't heard yet, Father. She was
found dead last night. She committed suicide. Sleeping
pills."
His eyes changed. In another series of trick movie shots,
he became the Grand Inquisitor. He drank from his beer
can and puffed his cigar.
"Suicide, eh? Just one more sin on her immortal soul."
Disbelief at what I heard.
"Yesssss ...," his serpent's forked tongue hissed. "I can
just see her burning in Hell right now."
I was going to ask him about the God of Love and Forgiveness but he seemed quite far away. I told myself to hell
with and fuck it.
Just plain fuck it.
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I Hear Them Scratching

Brad Ross

I hear them scratching
dishes in their middle evening milieu
the water is running
the television drones a coil
of clips from someone else's lives
steel wool rakes the plates
dishwater drains out
and down the pipes
and porcelain years are stacked
against each other in plastic cracks
who'll take the trash out
who'll park the cars
who'll dry the sobbing dishes
privileges earned through millenia
of stoically polishing sterling silver
neatly folding Sunday papers
and meeting for dinner at six o'clock
and meeting for dinner at six o'clock
I hear them scratching
grains of sugar leaving the cup
dishes and dishes and dishes and dishes
and water is running oqt the television
drones a coil
down the pipes
and under their feet
linoleum cries out at the tolling
of pots being shut up in cupboards
and water is running
one steady stream of nights stacked
against each other in plastic cracks
of clips from someone else's lives
grains of sugar leaving the cup
like counting the placemats
when meeting for dinner at six o'clock
the only stir before
the lights click out.
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It's In The Bag

Susan Torode

You think
That in your
Up tight
Outa sight
Plastic baggie
World
You
Can have me
Any way
You want.
Well,
You can't have
Your eggs over
easy, Mister.
I always
Break
The
Yolk
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Brad Ross

Lawrence at Seventeen
Coming Home

This is my second official flight of 1984: Boston to Miami. Two of maybe eight if I'm not lucky: Miami to Boston, Boston to Miami, Miami to Boston, Boston to Miami,
Miami to Boston ... It kind of gets old after a while. And
this time I didn't get to stay long. Drag.
Sunday's surprise worked out well, although I had to
walk a mile in the rain from the trolley stop. It would have
been perfect if I had remembered to take off my good scarf
in the rain. Getting expensive clothes dirty, or even wet,
gets me nervous sometimes. I think it's my upbringing.
When dad saw me at the door, his voice broke into its
high pitch. He gets excited like that.
"What are you doing home? Sylvia, look who's here! Sylvia!"
Ma came over and everyone stood in the hallway looking
at each other. The dog didn't even bark at me this time.
Schwartz usually crows and runs in all directions when he
first sees me after one of my long disappearances. She's only comfortable with two people, my parents. Everyone else
is dangerous.
I'm sitting in the flight gate of Eastern Airlines. This
bearded guy wearing a Walkman is looking at this blonde
chic. also wearing a Walkman. Funny, it's like everyone's
trying to tune out the real world or something. The girl has
a lot of woolen clothing. Her sweater is thickly woven, the
kind that makes the breasts look lumpier and kind of desirable, if you know what I mean. The guy sees me looking
at him, and he's embarassed as all heck. I can tell because
he's now looking real seriously at some papers. I like freaking people out like that. Besides, the jerk deserves it.
After standing around gaping, my mother went into the
kitchen and pulled out a tin of chicken wings and a bunch
of other stuff. What a coincidence, my favorite food, but
really it's a good thing I didn't tell them I was coming.
"Why didn't you tell us you were coming home, especially on your birthday? I would have baked you a nice cake."
Parents are supposed to .say stuff like that, but I still
wish they didn't. As it is, she and dad made one the next
night while I was playing basketball with Ted. Usually my
folks do stuff like that, but I never eat more than a slice,
and my father ends up having it with his skim milk for a
whole week, which is not too good especially on nights before his business trips.
A lady just walked into the gate with her husband.
They're married, I can see the gold band on her ring finger.
She looks intelligent with her hair up in a bun and her
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glasses which are too big for her little nose. That's one
thing about Jewish people, it seems everyone has a big
nose. My mother's looks like a bowling ball, and my father's is like a large orange slice. Mine's not small either,
but most people think I'm Irish. Who knows? I might be.
After all, I'm adopted, though my mother would kill me if
she found out I told.
Once when I was about four or five, rna took me into a
department store. Filenes, I think. This round lady- you
know, the kind with grey hair and glasses that work at old
clothes stores and smile a lot- she looked down at me and
said to my mother something like, "Well now, he looks just
like his mother." I told her I was adopted, and she stopped
smiling. My mother stopped smiling too. "You don't have
to tell people that," she told me, real quietly so no one else
would hear. Stuff like that is more important to my parents than it is to me, though I've learned not to tell people
things, like for instance,that I'm Jewish.
Monday there were no problems. I just went out with
Ted to Ho Sai Gai's in Putterham, and then I hung around
his house while he fixed his television antenae in his bedroom. He bought wire at this sleazy radio repair shop
where this old red-haired guy sat at a desk with the sign
"BOSS" on it. He was probably there forever, probably
waiting for the chance to do something important, like get
eight feet of wire. Ted didn't want to get too much so he
first asked for four feet; then when he figured he didn't
have enough, he asked for four more, real nervously. He's
like that. He doesn't want to look bad, like maybe the guy
will yell at him or something for making so much extra
work.
Once, when we were in line to get our learners' permits,
he was so nervous, he blew the part about identifying colors. When the guy pointed to blue, he just freaked out and
named all the colors. Jeez, I could have punched him. But
he passed the test anyway. I think the old guy knew he
was just nervous and ignored Ted's mistakes. He was probably doing that for a hundred years, like the guy in the TV
repair place.
Anyway, Ted spent all kinds of time moving around the
TV and hammering wires onto his ceiling. I couldn't see
the point. There's never anything intelligent on TV any·way, just a bunch of people with neat hair, smiling and
saying dumb stuff. Especially the commercials. I swear,
they just blow these people up from inflatable platic so
they'll jump out and bother you to buy their product.

They really could give two craps about you as a person.
We've boarded the plane and this guy sitting next to me
is just like those commerical types. He's huge, like he used
to play sports, has a square face like Dick Tracy, pinstriped suit, dark-rimmed glasses, real straight hair slicked
over to one side like the guys on those Brylcream commercials, and he's reading the paper, the Metro section, like his
life's really going to change because someone is ~ead in a
Beverly car crash. He even folds his paper into quarters.
Frankly, I can't stand it. He's using up both armrests and
~s knees are spread eagle, like he owns the plane. What a
pig.

He probably spends most of his life cramped up in plane
seats in three-piece suits uncomfortable, so he tries to
make other people uncomfortable. I can tell you this, he
better not get too pushy. I mean, I'm six-three and played
basketball for four years. I'm no pansy.
Anyway, everything went fine at home until Tuesday.
Tuesday, rna let me use the car for errands and stuff. She
hardly ever lets me use the car; she thinks I'll drive off a
cliff or get her a ticket. I never do, but that doesn't stop
her from thinking I will. I was supposed to get milk at the
Star Market and also pick up some English muffins with
a coupon she gave me. She always uses coupons. Even if
she has to go ten miles out of her way to use one coupon,
she'll do it.
But I didn't go to the Star, I went to Mary Scopeletti's
in West Roxbury. Mary Scopeletti is sort of like my girlfriend, though I think she sees other guys when I'm away
on my trips. She's really quite something. She quit high
school to work at a tobacco shop on week nights at the
Dedham Mall. Two girls were raped in that mall just last
month, but that stuff doesn't bother her too much. I mean,
some people just have this persecution complex; like if one
person in all of Boston gets murdered or raped, they've got
to get murdered or raped. Ridiculous. My parents are like
that. They lock all doors and windows and leave lights on
whenever they leave the house, or even if they're just upstairs.
"Why keep all the lights on in all the rooms in the house
when you're home and only in one room?" I once told
them. "The president says we should conserve energy." I
come up with a good one like that once in a while. They
just said something about getting killed by some bum off
the street. I can't stand it.
They're even scared about me seeing Mary, because I
think they're afraid I'll lose my Jewishness to "some shik~
se." That's why they don't like Mary, she's Roman Catholic, not Jewish. But it's not like she wears crosses on her
ears or anything like that. I don't particularly think she's
religious. I know my parents aren't religious, which kind of

makes them hypocrites.
My parents want me to hook up with some Jewish ~1
like Linda Rosen or Karen Resnik. I hate Karen Resmk:
she's fat and a real glutton. She used to steal french fries
off my tray in grammar school. And Linda's not much better; she wears so much make-up it's disgusting. Once I took
her out to Capucino's Italiano. I was going to take her to
Friendly One-Stop, but she said she wouldn't go out with
me to a hamburger joint. I should have gone to Friendly
One-Stop alone. It cost me a week of bagging groceries, and
she barely let me walk her to her door, if you know what
I mean; but that's another story.
Mary's a good time. We went to the mall and got free ice
cream - I think she knew the guy at the counter - and
then we went to see that Clint Eastwood movie,which was
pretty good if you like Clint Eastwood. I'm kind of partial
to Jack Nicholson for personal reasons. In the movie, Eastwood plays Dirty Harry Callahan, the cop with the magnum, and he's hunting down this killer who is actually a lady getting revenge on these people for raping her. She'd
find them and shoot them to death one by one. Frankly, I
would have done the same thing. Mary said the girl was a
bit touched; and indeed she was, but still she had reasons.
Ma would say it's the aggressiveness in me that makes
me think that way. She says I've got "gentile crudeness"
at times, that I should be a mench, that I should have
studied to become a lawyer or a doctor, or another of those
professions that take 25 years of school to get into. I can't
see any point in it. By the time you _get to use the degree,
you're almost de,ad.
Speaking of which, the stewardness is holding up the
plane crash cards while someone else is reading the directions on the intercom. It's boring as hell, especially if you
fly ten times a year. I always feel guilty if I don't take out
the card and look at it when they say to. But then when
I take it out, usually some jerk looks at me and makes me
feel stupid for looking at a dumb card. I think most people
feel the same way about these things. I mean, if the plane
goes down, I doubt any of these things will work; we'll just
all be smashed like flies.
Mary once flew with me when I first went to Burke last
year. We did't tell my parents she was coming and luckily
when my aunt came to get me from the airport, she understood. Aunts generally do. She let Mary have the attic bed
and put me in Uncle Pinkham's old room. Uncle Pinkam
had high blood pressure, and two years ago he keeled over
when, get this, he was watching a golf match on TV. Anyway, Mary and I stayed at Aunty's until I had to go to
Burke later that week. That really screwed up a good time,
and it's the last time Aunty was allowed to pick me up
from the airport.
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